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they will go to show her that I wasn't lying about my family."
" But what about her husband ? Suppose he took it into his head to pay a visit to this safe-deposit ? . . ."
" No. He never goes there. In any case, the pass-book is in the name of the girl . . ."
"... Whom you have seen again, therefore, in spite of all your promises. How often have you seen her ? "
" Just that once, when I gave her the parcel."
" You are lying."
"And another time, just accidentally - but that doesn't count. Twice at the most. I swear it."
" You didn't tell her anything about this - business ? Nothing at all ? "
" No, nothing at all."
" Hum 1 "
" No, I didn't, I tell you. Put yourself in my place. If she were just an ordinary bitch or anybody's fancy, I might have let myself go. But with a woman like her ? I should have given her a horror of me. She was cr&zy about me. No. I didn't even have to resist the temptation to tell her. She is the last person in the world to whom I would confess anything of the kind. Because I'm in love with her. Just you get that into your head."
Quinette meditated.    Then he said :
" Well, then I simply don't understand."
" What don't you understand ? "
" Your - your action the other night. If the love that you say you have for this woman was as deep as you make out, it ought to have prevented you from doing such a thing. Obviously."
Leheudry seemed very much disconcerted by what Quinette had said. He opened his eyes wide and then blinked his lids, like a child to whom a schoolmaster has just put a question up to the standard of the next class above. Finally, as though by way of excuse, he said :
" I don't see the connection."
"Unless it was that you wanted to lay hands on some